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Story 1: The Fountain of Gold
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Lodbent, a town of hospitality. This small but busy town was always a perfect place for wanderers across the country to rest for a while during their tiring journey. Numerous inns and hotels, from the cheapest one until those which could cost a pack of gold for just one night, were everywhere to be found around the town. Markets, bars, restaurants, and gift shops were also easy to find, made Lodbent popular not only among wanderers and job-seekers but also tourists, who came to spend their money and time to have fun in the town. 
Reith the Horseman was one of those people too – of course he was in the group of the wanderers, not the money-spenders. He was a knight – a gallant but busy one, his beautiful wife always said – and he was in the middle of an important journey when he stopped by the small town for a short rest. It was nearly dusk when Reith arrived at Lodbent – the sun was almost setting back to its hideaway and the stars were ready to show off themselves in the sky, but as if it was still the very beginning of a new day, the town was still so lively and crowded. 
The streets were full of townsfolk offering services and products from their lodging houses and shops to the tourists and strangers who just arrived at the town. Everyone spoke together in such loud voices, made their words became difficult to understand, but all the bustle soon got frozen for a second, when Reith stepped into the crowd. His presence instantly drew everyone's attention – his slender figure riding on the back of a white, sturdy horse was a scene too good to miss. His face was too good to be missed as well – big eyes, pointed nose, clear cheekbones, sharp chin; everything needed to make him an ideal example of handsome man. He wore a neat horseman suit, all white from top to bottom, with a golden badge attached on his left chest and a sword inside a silver sheath hung on his belt. He also brought something bundled inside a dark grey cloth, so wanderer-styled – a thing which could make you believe that he's actually a knight instead of a prince, despite of his entirely elegant look. 
Everyone's eyes got attached on him in fascination for that brief moment, made the horseman immediately step down from his horse's back and walk alongside the horse instead, hoping it would lessen those unwanted attention he got for his wonderful look. It didn't really go as he hoped though – the busy townsfolk immediately came approaching him then, asking him to drop by their shops or choose their inns to spend the nights. 'No, thanks' was all Reith could say to those ambitious people though, and instead of considering any of those offers, the horseman chose to enter one of the small bars on the left side of the streets, the one which seemed to have less customers than the others.
That small bar belonged to an old man named Oliver, whom everyone in town knew well as a loyal henchman of Mrs. Rodenhamm, the richest lady in Lodbent. Mrs. Rodenhamm's late father was once the town's mayor – the reason why she could own almost all of the inns and hotels across the town. But even though she had lots of money and properties scattered all over the town, she was said to be the most ungenerous person in Lodbent. She paid her employees so few compared to the hard work she burdened them with and she would never lend any penny to anyone in town, not even for emergency cases. All she cared about was always how to make herself richer and richer and that's why almost all the people in Lodbent hated her – well, except a group of her few loyal henchmen, of course.
Reith, not aware of the fact about the stingy lady, walked approaching the old man behind the bar table and innocently asked, "Excuse me, Sir, do you know where I can rent a vacant lot around here?"
"Vacant lot?" Oliver repeated, inviting a nod from Reith, "Yes, no need to be a big one. Just enough for my little hut would be fine."
The old man blinked his eyes several times, spent some seconds trying to understand Reith's unusual request, before then he asked back, "Oh, are you telling me that you're looking for somewhere to spend the nights at?"
"No," Reith answered, but ignoring what he just said, the old man immediately continued, "If you're looking for the best inns in Lodbent, you can visit any of the inns under Lady Rodenhamm's name! She owns all the best lodging houses all over the town!"
"I'm not looking for inns, Sir," Reith politely replied, "I'm looking for..."
"The nearest one from here is just a few buildings away!" Oliver cut Reith's sentence, "You just need to pay ten coins of gold for one night and in exchange, you'll get the best staying experience in Lodbent! Cheap, isn't it? For a nobleman like you, I bet it's a fairly affordable price!"
"Sounds nice," Reith replied with a smile, "But I'm not looking for inns, Sir. I want to know if there's any vacant lot I can rent around here. I need to erect my hut so I can get some sleep tonight."
Oliver frowned to hear how Reith insisted on renting a vacant lot instead of booking a room in one of his boss' hotels, but before he could force another suggestion about Mrs. Rodenhamm's inns, Reith took out a tiny leather bag from his pocket and put in on the table, right in front of the old man.
"I only have this," Reith said, as he showed Oliver what's inside the leather container, "Will it be enough to rent any vacant lot around this town for three nights?"
"Oh my goodness!" Oliver nearly shouted it out loud when he saw how many gold coins Reith had inside that leather bag: more than a hundred of coins!
"It's so much!" the old man hissed, "You can rent the best room in Lady Rodenhamm's best inn for a whole month with those coins!"
"I guess it's enough then," Reith smiled, "So where can I find that vacant lot?"
Oliver didn't immediately reply – he just stared at Reith with a sight of disbelief, still doubting if Reith really handed all of his gold coins to rent a vacant lot for three nights. This man could be either very stupid or totally insane to give me all of these golds for a vacant lot he knew nothing about, Oliver told himself, but to see that all of Reith's coins were truly made of real gold, Oliver in the end said, "Well... you can find a vacant lot in the west edge of this town. It belongs to Lady Rodenhamm as well. Many wanderers who come to this town usually rent some spaces there to leave their horses during their stay here. Maybe you can find some spots to... erect your hut?"
"Perfect," Reith looked satisfied, and before he left the bar, he asked the old man, "Ah, I can entrust you with the payment, right?"
"Oh, yes, yes, of course!" Oliver grinned, got replied with a smile by Reith, "Thank you then, Mr–"
"Oliver! Just call me Oliver!" the old man proudly introduce himself, made the horseman smile again and repeated, "Thank you then, Mr. Oliver! Good night!"
"Good night," Oliver waved to Reith as the young horseman then left his bar, and before anyone realized about the deal he just made with the horseman, Oliver immediately hid the leather bag in his own pocket. Once again he took a look into the bag, checking whether those coins were really made of gold or not – he found them all authentic gold, made him wonder how someone looked so intelligent like Reith could be extremely naive, handing all of his money to an unknown man to rent a spot in an unknown vacant lot. 
This might be my luckiest day, Oliver said to himself, but he then remembered about one important thing: the lot he offered before belonged to his boss and it meant that the gold Reith paid him before belonged to the stingy lady as well. I won't be rich in the end, Oliver sighed helplessly – he looked at the gold in his pocket and felt so sad to realize that those coins wouldn't be his, but suddenly, an idea crossing his mind.
She doesn't know how much exactly the horseman paid me, Oliver said to himself, so she won't realize if I took some coins for myself.
A smile bloomed on his wrinkled face as he realized how brilliant his idea was, and without wasting any more time, Oliver took some gold coins out from the leather bag and stored them in his own money storage. He later put the leather bag, along with its content, into another locked storage in his very own bedroom, before he got back to handle his small bar.
******
"Renting a vacant lot of mine?! And you reported this to me just now?!" Lady Rodenhamm's thundering voice was heard from one of the rooms in the luxurious mansion of hers, and Oliver, standing hopelessly in front of the lady, just bowed his head down and replied, "I... I deeply apologize, my lady, but it was already late at night, and I believed that you wouldn't be happy if I bothered your rest for this report."
Oliver could see how Lady Rodenhamm looked extremely upset – her ball-like face looked so red like a tomato, a burnt one – but before she could yell again at him, Oliver immediately added, "But I guess you would be pleased to see how much this horseman paid for three nights, my lady."
As he said that, Oliver handed the leather bag he received from Reith the night before to the fat, stingy lady in front of him. The lady's face looked curious right away, and as she carefully took it from Oliver's hand, she took a closer look to the thing Oliver brought her.
"Oh, wow!" the lady exclaimed to find the gold coins inside the leather container in her hands, and with an excited face, she looked back to her henchman and asked, "He gave these to you right away?"
"Yes," Oliver answered honestly, "He said it was all he had though..."
"And you believe that?" the lady replied, "What a moron you are, Oliver!"
Oliver frowned to hear that, but before he could ask – he didn't dare though – Lady Rodenhamm stepped down from her throne-like chair and started rattling, "Of course he would tell you that it's all he got, because he didn't want you to ask more from him!"
"It's merely a tactic, Oliver," the lady continued, "But unfortunately he didn't know whom he's dealing with! He didn't know that hiding the truth from this Lady Rodenhamm is the same as exposing it!"
The lady started to laugh then – in humiliating way which sounded honestly bad – but instead of laughing together with his boss, Oliver just stayed at his place, frowned in confusion. 
"I don't... understand, my lady," the old man innocently asked back, made the lady's laughter stopped and her face looked red again, upset, as she replied rudely, "You're truly dumb, Oliver! It means that he actually has much more gold but he doesn't want you to know!"
"Oh!" it's the old man exclaimed this time, "So... that young man is actually much richer than this?"
"What else!" Rodenhamm quacked, "So you have to come with me now! Show me where this youngster erects his hut!"
"Eh? What for, my lady?" Oliver asked again, innocently – this time the lady didn't yell at him but made a smile instead, a sly one, as she replied, "Of course to get more gold, Oliver!"
******
The vacant lot Oliver offered to Reith the night before was actually not far from the lady's mansion – she could reach it in a less-than-five-minutes trip on foot, but the lady was simply too arrogant to walk on her own feet that she chose to ride on her carriage instead. Her carriage was the most luxurious one you could find in Lodbent – the outer surface was decorated with hundreds of high-quality jewels and so did the inner part, made the carriage look so dazzling when it got pulled under the sunlight by the lady's four horses. Her horses were also the best in town – sturdy and strong, with four muscular legs each which could bring the carriage around the town several times without any rest at all. That's why the lady was also so stingy about it – no one was ever allowed to share the seats inside the expensive carriage with the lady – and that's also why Oliver was walking alongside the carriage instead, even though he might be a bit too old for that.
The carriage soon brought the stingy lady to the vacant lot she owned in the west edge of the town. Just like usual, lots of horses were left there by their owners, tied on the wooden fence around the lot, but one thing made it looked a little bit different that day: both Rodenhamm and Oliver could see that on one corner of the vast lot, stood a white mansion they never saw before. That mansion looked so elegant and well-built – the wall was made from marble-like stones and every door and window frame seemed to be made out from the finest kind of wood. It also had a single-stalled horse stable attached on one side of the mansion and there was a beautiful white horse occupying it. The young horseman was seen together with his horse as well – he was in the middle of grooming the horse and he seemed to enjoy it a lot. 
For a second Lady Rodenhamm got fascinated with the scene happened before her eyes – Reith was indeed good-looking anyway – but soon she didn't care much about it and asked her henchman in scolding tone, "You said it was just a hut?!"
"Y... Yes, I did, my lady," Oliver answered, "He did say he was going to erect a hut too yesterday!"
"But it's not a hut! It's a mansion!" the lady hissed impatiently, made her loyal henchman fearfully apologized, but not scolding him any further, the lady then said, "Well, let's just talk to him now! If he said a very nice mansion like that was just a hut, I believe he wouldn't mind paying more for the rent!"
Oliver nodded and without arguing back, he took the lady walk approaching the horseman, who was still grooming his white horse happily.
"Good morning, Mr... Horseman!" Oliver greeted – he just realized that he didn't know Reith's name – and the one he greeted spontaneously turned his head to him, smiled warmly just like the day before and replied, "Good morning, Mr. Oliver."
"Seems like you're happy with the lot you rented," Oliver said, made Reith chuckle and nodded, "Yes! I didn't expect it to be this nice, especially with all those horses! I love horses, so it's making me happy to have many horses around my hut like this!"
Again he innocently used the word 'hut' to describe his residence which actually didn't resemble a hut at all, and it made the lady who had been attentively staring at him since a few moments ago made a soft, fake cough, drew attention from both her henchman and Reith. Reith looked a bit surprised to see the fat woman stood behind Oliver, as if he didn't realize about her presence at all – it couldn't be actually, since the lady had such a big body which anyone but blind men would miss seeing – but before he could ask who that woman was, Oliver immediately introduced, "Ah, this is Lady Rodenhamm, Mr. Horseman! The one I told you about yesterday!"
The lady immediately put a wide smile on her wide face – she hoped to impress Reith with that smile, but apparently Reith asked instead, "Oh, did you?"
The smile instantly faded and the lady then threw a killing sight to her henchman, made the poor old man immediately said, "Y... Yes, I did, Mr. Horseman! I told you that she owned all the best inns in the town, remember? And this vacant lot as well!"
"Oh, yes, perhaps," Reith replied, smiled back to the lady, "Good morning then, Mrs. Rodenhamm. And thank you for letting me rent a little spot of your land to erect my hut."
"Oh, don't mention it, Mr. Horseman," the lady replied, smirking, "What's your name, by the way? I feel it awkward to repeatedly call you 'Mr. Horseman'!"
"I guess a young handsome man like you must have a wonderful name, right?" Rodenhamm giggled this time, gave her old henchman a little goosebumps. 
"Thank you for your praise," Reith politely replied, "But I don't feel awkward to be called Mr. Horseman actually. I'm a horseman anyway, so it's fine."
The lady's smile looked weird right away – this young man clearly didn't want to tell her what his name was, and since it turned her upset somehow, she immediately said, "Well, whatever you like then, Mr. Horseman! And since we've properly introduced ourselves to each other, let me be straight to the point!"
Reith tilted his head a little bit to hear what Rodenhamm just said – he apparently didn't expect the lady to have something specific to tell him – but the lady just continued, "As you might already know, I'm the owner of this lot! And also all the best inns and hotels and various stores in town! So I'm here now to inform you that the payment you made yesterday was actually not enough to rent this lot for three nights!"
"Oh, really?" Reith raised his eyebrows, looked surprised but not too much, and with a nod, the lady immediately explained, "Yes! I knew I let Oliver handled it for you yesterday but actually, he miscounted the price!"
"Well, just look at him," the lady added then, pointing to the old man next to him who looked even more surprised than Reith, "He's this old already so he's quite forgetful! Sometimes he even says that one plus one is five!"
Oliver's face turned a bit red to hear what the lady just said – it made him upset, obviously, but he didn't even dare to say a word to oppose his boss. 
"So, Mr. Horseman," Rodenhamm continued, "The price you actually have to pay is twice the price you paid yesterday!"
"Twice?" Oliver asked instead of Reith, but when the lady then threw her killing sight to him, the old man immediately said, "Ah, yes, yes, Mr. Horseman, I miscounted it."
Reith just blinked his eyes several times to hear what the lady and her henchman just told him, but instead of arguing about the price, he innocently said, "Wait a moment then."
This time, it's the lady who looked surprised – she actually thought that Reith would protest, saying that her price didn't make sense, but apparently, the horseman told her to wait instead. Reith then left the two uninvited guests, getting into his mansion – or what he called 'hut' – for a while, before then he came out with a small leather bag in his hand. The leather bag looked exactly like the one he handed to Oliver the day before and as he gave it to the lady this time, Reith asked, "Will this be enough?"
The greedy lady immediately took the bag from Reith's hand and took a peep inside – the glimmering gold coins inside the bag nearly made the lady fainted but fortunately she didn't.
"It's exactly the same amount as the the gold I paid to Mr. Oliver yesterday," Reith explained, "If you said the price was actually doubled, I guess it will be enough, won't it?"
Rodenhamm got speechless to hear what Reith innocently said – this man is surely an idiot; he doesn't even realize that I clearly made up the price!
It was really a struggle for Rodenhamm then – she really wanted to just laugh out loudly seeing how Reith could easily hand her such amount of gold without complaining or asking further about the absurd price she set, but in the same time, she had to hold the pleasure for a while so Reith wouldn't be suspicious on her.
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